FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
pastures  and  the  rising  sun  flooded  the  neighbouring
summits with a new light.
When the ponies stopped for breath, Satar, armed with
the hooked needle he used for sowing up his sack of corn in
the mornings, went to each one and gave it a sharp stab
on the nose. This produced bleeding and was the method of
combating the congestion caused by the altitude. That
evening we camped at Tohil Bulung, at the foot of the chief
mountain chain between us and the Taghdumbash Pamir.
The Chichiklik Pass.
On the 15th of August we went up a deep valley, down
which a tumultuous river flowed. The trail, or rather the
absence of a trail, led us to cross the river eight or ten times.
I detested having to do it. The muleteers took the animals
over one by one and sometimes had to lean heavily against
them from the down-stream side to help them keep their
balance when they stumbled. I realized then why the
Consular postbag was involuntarily given a bath sometimes.
The tiny cornfields, which were yellow at the bottom of
the valley, were greener and greener as we ascended. In
the evening we camped in idyllic pasture ground close to
high mountains. We had been six months travelling that day
and we opened a bottle of brandy to celebrate the occasion.
Peter, a dilettante, like all good Etonians, remarked that it
was the first time in his life he had stuck to anything for
more than six months. He talked of some of the posts he
had held: dramatic critic, then secretary to an international
conference at Shanghai—not a very successful venture, that
one. He had also worked for a while in a Wall Street bank,
but though, with an influential grandfather at his back, he
could count on a career all ready made for him, he would
not stay on. It was at the time of the great crashes* "The air
was black with investors jumping ofFsky-scrapers," hesaid.
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